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narrow streets and tortuous lanes, crowded at all hours of the day by a vivid, chattering stream of richly coloured humanity. The cantonment, with its two thousand Europeans, spreads out over a space of two square miles; the city contains 60,000 Mohammedans and Hindus within a single square mile. To the tourist with eyes in his head, the city is an endless fascination, but he may walk for hours in it without seeing an English face. The city possesses itself and the cantonment possesses itself, and a hundred years of rule by the cantonment has not visibly affected the city.
I am saying nothing new; this apparently ineffaceable line between East and West and the complete externality of the two systems to each other have struck every traveller who goes to India for the first time.1 Until you go to India, you think of the two systems penetrating each other and 1 See especially W. H. Russell, My Diary in India.